A Morning of Carpaccio

stunted growth and mangy dogs. Their food, for the fishermen
are eating it upon the quayside, is polenta, a mess of Indian
corn or make, with livid green sea worms moving in it, or a
diminutive and evil sort of crab, the spider of those rottinq
wharves. We would not remember Burano were it not for Bal-
dassare Gaiuppi, who was known as Buranello,, one of the most
beautiful and least known of eighteenth century composers,
The memory of his sad and haunting melody., though we have
heard but a single piece of his upon the harpsichord, redeems the
filth and squalor of that gangrened town. How can he have
come from here? In what dark and pestilential courtyards did
he play as a child? Or did he pass his days upon the fishing boats?
For music may have come to him, not from the town, but from
the lagoons.

Far out, once more, upon their heat and silence, we can re-
hearse our predilection. We have only come here to build up,
and destroy, these fancies. For the moment it is a solitude.
Before we people it with persons, this idle hour can be assembled
into architecture. There was a time, in our imagination, when
Venice meant the paintings of Carpaccio.

So let it be a morning of Carpaccio! One of those mornings
that fill the mind with sails! The popinjay quay is alive and
thronging. It is built of marbles that are young and bright
coloured as the morning. They come up, shining, out of the
still waters of the harbour, and, wherever there is a crack or
crevice between the stones, flowers have taken toot and are
growing. It is chiefly, the dianthus, the pink, like a little ragged
flag, a little fluttering pennon of frayed edges. They nod and
tremble above the stones, like little banners on a bree2e.

This life of their's, so close to the marble and so near above
the salt of the sea, is a comment upon the life and bustle of the
harbour. For every foot of the quay is trodden: there are as many
people as if a fleet were setting sail. And they are as brightly
coloured as the marbles. No two of them are dressed alike. In
their desire to be different, the popinjays have even alternated the
stripes and flames upon their arms and legs. The tongues of light
or dark would fit into one another as the flanges on a cogwheel.
The patterns of the marbles are not more variegated. It is not
only a patterning of bars. There is every conceivable spotting and
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